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the level of a liver's preservative fluid. The great
thing about it was that it kept you out of Golly's.
" Be jabers, it wasn't the only liver it preserved 1"
Inappropriate as it was to the prescription. Weary
had to copy it out legibly before presenting it to the
apothecary, because he knew nothing about the
pharmacopoeia, and so he did not want to be asked
to interpret his handwriting or explain what he
wanted. The prescription was all right. He had
signed it with Silly's name.
" You might add," he said as he handed it over the
counter, " something out of Dr. Sigerson's and Magee
Pinny's prescriptions if you have them here."
The apothecary gasped, then looked hard at Weary,
" But how do you know that that might not make it
incompatible ?" he asked, surprised. " What has the
patient got ?"
" I don't know," said Weary. " I was only asked
to hand it in. The address is on the top."
" I can see that. How many pills do you want ?
There is no mention of the amount."
So it was pills, was it ?
" I'd give her a dozen to begin with," he said, con-
fused, " That's what she had before."
" Then the name is wrong ?"
" That's the husband," said Weary. " If you can't
make them up, I'll have to go to the Apothecaries'
Hall."                                                    *
Now the chemist was the last to be impatient with
the ignorance of the public. On the contrary, he
sympathised with it. How many times had he not
to prescribe for them himself or to ring up their
medical advisers to know what they meant by ordering
certain mixtures ? What did the doctors know about
medicines anyway ? They were dependent on apothe-
caries and on the great wholesale chemists. Where
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